
A N
n AT C

iAHNELL, by till that's holy!"
"Hobby Litchfield! How ripping!"
Two men, young In the hupp of life,

stood In tlio swnylng aisle of the Pull-inn- n

and clasped each other's hands.
"Where nre you going''" nsked IJtch-fiel-

lie hnd n certain nlr of proprietor-
ship peculiar to youns Americans of
renowned family or great wealth. "When
did you get In? Why didn't you let me
I; now;"

The Englishman looked down upon his
friend with a boyish joy that made bis
angular face almost handsome. Ho was
tall, with the promise of that Rtntpltness

which had distinguished the carls of Portchester for
eight generations.

"I itxilaniu, this morning! You Americans are so
extraordinarily rapiddon't ypr know. I put up at
the 1'nlon League. Summer, don't yer know. Hipping
old chap. Insisted that I should catch the limited for
While Heather wired you at the University "

"Hy Jove. Darnell, it's great to have you at the
1 1 tin t Hall. What a card for the patronesses let
alone the heiresses. Did you bring your clubs?"

The young Earl of l'ortchester smiled.
"I say," be began, "it's doocid queer, but I was

thinking of you when 1 packed the bally things.
Do you remember that one-clu- match of ours when
wo only used a putter, and you got me one down?
I pra ticed with a putter all summer " a

"Thai's line" Hobby's eyes glistened with the pros-pec- !

f battle "but I won't take advantage of you.
I ot' make It a one-clu- b inasble match hole play
the loser "

"Oh, I say," interrupted Lord Darnell, "I never
t 'i.'ht of changing the club. I low ripping! The
s- me old stakes, I suppose. I'll go you a guinea a
bole on the side."

"Done!" The American and the Englishman clasped
b ods over the match, and then raised their eyes for
t i first time from each other, but not cpilckly enough
to siivpr.se the lightning change of direction taken by
four other eyes.

l or some minutes the two young Indies In the seats
01 , - had been very much Interested in the mascu-

line meeting and the sporty challenge. Although it
w,s not yet cold fall, the girls wore their Huffy boas
and all the extravagant wraps of their class. A

s igle glance could tell the experienced that every a

Item of their clothes, from their delicate chiffon veils
to their dainty shops, was absolutely perfect.

The girl opposite the Englishman was one of those
raNhlng brunettes who, since the beginning of the
world, have been the cause of wars and famine. She
was of middle height, of a thrilling figure, with
Jacoiii'iiiinot Hps. ai:d the surge of color through an
('Hi' hook that makes the heart leap to touch such

u'i' petal. She was a vivid contrast to the angu-- '
load earl, who gazed upon the picture as if

sM' Ken with ii fixed idea.
Hy .bive!" he muttered, turning at last to his

i '''ii. "How extraordinary!"
' . replied Hobby, whose own color had holght-- (

i ti- ile, "tiio blond typo is said to be the most
. i

-

i.n"' 1 .Ii rrupted Darnell, "I meant the other.
D u see her?"

liM HmI.Iiv I i.ebtleld turned unblushingly again to
' - girl npi to him and onco more feasted his
( i !! 'he si.it' ly blonde who gave the perfect lin-p'- ''

s i, ..f a woman unconscious of scrutiny. Her
1 f"i U .ultra-to- d powerfully with his own swarthy,
I i pi countenance.

" ii w !" he ejaculated under his breath. "Isn't
she wonderful '. 1 wonder I wonder" he put a hand
i 'i I he Englishman's knee "who she Is, and where
sin oing? Seems to me I've seen her before."

r ahoiit fifty miles tlie four young people al-

ii'' u!y eyed each other in a well-bre- and furtive
which could not have annoyed the most exacting

i ii rone. At last Lord Darnell could stand It no
I '( v.

"I e got to have a smoke, old man. Where do
. i do it in tills bally train?"

I li got up. Hut whether still uncertain from
w- days at sea, or whether because bo was more

l t i tin- - rigidity of an EuglWh express, as soon
' " Englishman arose to his feet he lurched. At

iiist iiit the train took a curve at the rale of a
.i Minute, l'.efore the Karl of I'orlehcster could

r himself, be was shot as from an aeroplane
f"i. ml bim-el- f floundering on the arm of the

oi npii'd by the girl opposite, his own hands
tiL'Ied indiscriminately with her neck and boa In

1 - niggle to regain his balance.
'llu- aci ident was so unexpected and the lank Eng-- 1

Ii '.an s efforts lowiird equilibrium were so ludicrous
t .it H'bby roared. The tide of joy struck the blond
g n and then spread up nnd down the whole car.

Oh, I say," gasped Darnell, "I beg your pardon
l.c'llv " lie made a dive for his cap between tho
t t hairs, mid finally raKed himself to his full height
v tl, i very red and disheveled face. The brunette
n.'.irded him haughtily.

"It'.i customary. Darnell, In this country" Hobbr
C'T( 1 at his friend with quid; severity "to offer
i you - card when you sit In her lap. You see,
1 He ." with a mock bow, "he's only an Englishman.
Y u ij.li 1 excuse him

'Oil, I say, really" tho Earl of 'orteboler looked
frotn one to the other In honest bewilderment "it
v as so dofici 1 sudden, don't yer know." lie took out
a silver card case upn.i which a coat of arms was
l idestly cut. and with a guardsman's bow presented
t the ruffle! brunette a pasteboard extensively en-
grave'1 It win thus that tho Lieutenant of (ho itoyal
Li'iii'er.i lurched into fate. The glil Instinctively
jitit out her gloved hand and took the card.

"And tliii" Hie Englishman put his arm within
h's f rlcad's as If ho wore doing the most natural
t I'ng In the world "Is my sponsor in the Slates,
Mr Robert Litchfield of New York and London."

This was going fnrtlie.' than any of the other thrc
I ad bargained for. Tho w hole car craned toward the
i unrlet. For a few seconds tho waiting was tense,
v. lillo the girls flicked wireless messages from blue
i i black nnd black lo blue. Then they preened them-- f

l'os, accepted the ndventure, and capitulated. Tho
brunette fluttered.

"I," she said, "am Miss Hrown, and my companion
Is Miss Smith."

of course, they dined together. After the men
li"d smoked and talked about everything else but
fie r present ndventure- - iih men will nnd had re-
turned, the lights were glaring, and the window panes
bud become Claude Lorraine mirrors, Almost before
t!.- y kucw It, the little private station of the White
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Heather Country Club was reached. Here the ex-

press deferentially stopped, The young people did
not say much. Their casual friendship bad Just gone
far enough lo promise intimacy If the chance offered,
and regret If they never saw one another again.

"There!" said the brunette, hurrying ahead of the
tall Englishman. "They've sent for us. You needn't
bother any more. Thank you very much. Come on,
Edith. Here, Johnson ! Tako our bags. The trunks
can bo sent, up later." The chauffeur nnd footman
tipped their caps.

"Oh, 1 say!" urged tho Englishman.
"Hut, Miss Smith!" pleaded the American. A

touch of the lever, it notch In the spark and the
gas, and the great car leaped into the darkness.

"Club, sir?" Tlie cry recalled them.
"Whom does that limousine belong to?" Lllcbfleld

asked tho driver tersely.
"That's the Hradley-Townsend- sir."
The two took their seats. After they had gone a

mile or so, Hobby put Ills hand on Lord Darnell's
knee.

"Cheer up, old man," he said. "I know the Town-send-

l'hlladelphia people. They've a place right
on the eighteenth hole. We'll see them

The morning of the next day was mild and golden.
It was late September, and the decorators were busy
making tho White Heather clubhouse beautiful for
the most exclusive function of fashionable country
life. was the great Hunt Hall.

The "one-club- " match which was to Mart at ten
o'clock had been generally discussed, and had been
made tho subject of heavy wagers. Hobby Litch-
field was a "crack-a-jack- " golfer, while the English-
man was only handicapped five on tlie other side.

"Oil, 1 say," said Darnell, as they strode to the
first tee in (lie morning, "why not go an extra guinea

hole?"
Hobby nodded, addressed the ball, and yelled "Fore!"

Into the empty field before him. For only answer
came the caws of a dozen crows encircling a group
of pine trees which divided tlie fair green on the first
and eighteenth hole. Hobby's mashle came down upon
the ball with a dull percussion, and tho International
match was on.

It Is not within the province of the historian to
discuss the lips and downs of tbls celebrated contest.
The small and select gallery was breathless, and the
lore caddie grinned.

Let it lie enough to say that at the sixteenth hole
Hobby was one up. which the earl immediately made
men on the seventeenth by dropping the ball dead
to the hole, and putting It down In two par golf.

Even up nnd one hole to play! The onlookers
applauded the feat liberally. Hobby compressed his
lips in silence nnd his jaw shot out. lie had no idea
of being beaten.

The eighteenth hole was four hundred nnd twenty
yards over two bunkers tlie tee lying within an arch
of trees with pines to the left, and the grounds of

great country estate bordering tho course to the
right. These virginal pines had been from time Im-

memorial a famous convention roost for crows that
gathered there each fall and spring a few spending
tlie whole winter. Tlie.se sable and sapient birds
greeted the succession of players with croaks of de-
rision, chiding from the security of high boughs.

The earl advanced to take his honor with a de-
precating smile of conquering superiority. Hobby was
strong on the long game and felt sure of winning
the decisive hole. At best the Englishman could only
hope to halve. If he did not get Into difficulty nnd
lo-- o.

"Yes." lie said, "that was a doocid fine shot. Well,
here's for another!" He swung the club mightily,
pressii.g for distance to carry the first bunker, fully
a hundred and fifty yards away. Whether It was
the wind of a furious slice, or both, the ball sped
high In tlie air. moving at a tremendous rate of speed.
Suddenly it curved sharply to tlie right, left the
course entirely and disappeared within the shadow
of the Hradley-Townsen- d bungalow.

"It's a shame!" exclaimed Hobby, with real feeling,
"Hut you don't need to play another. There's no

on this hole. Towusend Is an old
sport and he'll let us cut up his backyard grns all
we want to. Fore!"

The Englishman's face settled Into a fighting mold.
'T don't care as long as it isn't lost. I'd play it out
of tlie clinkers of Hades. I'll get you yet!"

At the edge of the Hradley-Townsen- d estate tho
gallery baited, while the principals in the match
started to bunt the swerved ball.

"Hall hunt this morning and Hunt Hall
Hobby ventured, looking at the earl's grim face. The
double back-ne- t loucd reversible put met with no re-
sponse, and Hobby shrugged his shoulders lightly.

"1 think, sir," piped tlie caddie, "that it's in the
kitchen. The winder's broken."

Litchfield rushed to the back door, and made his
way in. "That's all right, Darnell," he beckoned.
"Come right along. Towusend wouldn't miss it for
a thousand plunks."

He pushed open the door. The Englishman fol-
lowed in great excitement. The match was hole play
tin; rule being to play the ball whatever the He, and a
lost ball was a lost hole. The players burst into
tho huge white kitchen. Two maids, dre.-se- d in con-

ventional blaik, with white collars and cutfs. hastily
turned their backs. Hobby Litchfield hurried forward,
while Darnell hung by the door.

"Excuse mo," began Hobbr, "we're playing a match.
Did a ball come in here?"

Without fuming her shoulders, n girl's soft voice
answered, "Yes, sir. It's in the bread pan by the
window !"

"Hy all that's holy, It's Miss Smith!" Hobby Llfcb-fiel- d

took three sleps and confronted a tall blond
maid.

"I was mixing bread, sir," she said, looking
nt the young man, "when It popped through

tho window. As tho dough is all full of glass, I
didn't touch It. There It is!"

"Ha! Ha! lin !" bellowed the Englishman, throw-
ing bad: his head. "Hall hunt, and Hunt Hall!
I loo! Hoo! Say, that's a ripping Joke, old man!"
Then he recovered himself with a suppressed gurgle.
"I suppose I've got to play It out of there." Ho
observed tho surprise of the girl, but Ignored the
personal situation. "It's all right lor mo to raise
the window; Hint's no hazard."

Hut Hobby was looking hard into evndve blue eyes,
"I knew," he said, "I had seen you before, but not
I didn't think "

"(.'an I get up on tho table?" nsked tho Earl of
l'ortchester sturdily.

"Surely," answered the maid. "Edith- "- sho
turned "you clear off tho table. My bauds are all
dough."

The Englishman, with his club to tho floor, watched
tho second ninld turn; when her profile came Into
view, he gasped :

"Miss Hrown!" He took nn Involuntnry Mcp for-war-

and then recovered. "1 say! This Is Jolly
strange, you know."

"Not nt all, sir." Tho brunette walked up to
the table with head high. "I was assisting Holly."
She clattered utensils and dishes, and then dropped
a little coutesy. "Them! You can get up and
play it out."

Hut tho earl hnd forgolleu tho match, the ball,
tho lie. All ho saw was the beautiful Jacqueminot
fare that had hnuntod him every waking moment,

"Hy Ceorge!" He looked at her with a mixture
of definnco nnd boldness. "I'd Jolly well like to call
you Edith." ,

By

the girl stiffened. "Hadn't you better piny out of
Hint bread pan?" she said.

Hut Holly Smith was saying to tho young man who
followed her to tlie kitchen faucet where sho rinsed
her hands: "You didn't expect to find me (,uo. of
Mrs. Hradley-Townsend'- s maids, did you? Jlut I
am, I am. You must never speak to me again."

"I like Polly better than Smith." said Hobby with
nn unembarrassed smile, on bis face. Then lie sud-
denly turned to his opponent, who was floundering
under black eyes. "Play ball!" he said. "And. cad-
die!" he called, "go to my ball and watch It. Don't
let anyone else play it or pick it up. Now, Darnell,
you're away!"

Like n Creek chorus, from beyond the hedge, the
four heard tlie caddie crying: "It's In the bread pan!
It's In the dough! That'll lick the Hritlsher!
Hooray!"

The Englishman fumbled with the window to raise
it. Tho modern catch was too much for Ills Insular
brains.

"Oh, I say. Miss Hrown I mean" the Instinct of
the master toward the maid began to dominate him

"Hrown, I enwn't move the blasted thing. Won't
you ?"

The brunette did not possess hauteur enough to
withstand tlie piteous petition. Sowehow n largo
hand and a small one got entangled In the process.

"Hy Jove!" ejaculated Lord Darnell. "You've got
pretty hands 1 say " Hut she snatched her lingers

lie rahnl his club on high, and drought it doicn unit

nway with an arch smile as tho broken window slid
up.

Darnell llghtlv leaped upon the table nnd began
to Inspect tho ball and Its lie critically. Neither of
the young men noticed the blaze of excitement that
lighted the eves of the two maid?.

Tall, athletic, spare. In perfect condition, the Eng.
llshniau towered over the bread pan upon the kitchen
table. The white ball was almost out of sight in the
sticky dough thnt only half filled the tin. If he missed
the edge of tlio pan, it would require n master stroke
to touch the ball at all. Lord Darnell measured bis
chances with Hrlllsh deliberation. He nddressed the
gutty a dozen times with ills mashle. The three
hardly dared breathe in their excitement. Suddenly
he seemed to see nn opening, nnd his eyes widened
with the discovery.

"Oli, I say, Miss Hrown I mean Hrown won't
you come here a minute? I'll bet you a live-poun- d

box of chocolates against against that ribbon In
your hair that I'll drive tho ball out of doors the
very llr.st shot."

The brunette dropped a courtesy. "Oh, thank you,
sir," she said, "but how will you pay me?"

"I'll Jolly well find out a way," tho guardsman
spoke, l'n a voice that carried a strange compulsion.
The girl crimsoned.

"Oil, very well," she faltered, and hurried back to
her friend's protection.

Tills time the Englishman did not take a deliberate
aim. Hefore they realized what he had done, he raised
his club on high and brought it down with a resound-
ing clash upon the unexpectaut bread pan. This
article of culinary necccsslty simply crumpled up and
disappeared out of the window, carrying Its contents
along with It and spilling them along the lawn.
Darnell leaped down with a conquering grin, his
angular fin e almost handsome.

"I say, Hrown, I'll take that ribbon, if you please."
"And what do 1 get, Polly?" asked Hobby, advanc-

ing upon the blonde.
Hut Edith demurely untied her plain black ribbon

and hnuded It to the victor.
"I say," blurted Lord Darnell, "I'll nlwnys keep

this, vou know: If" H" was Interrupted by u
shrill cry. The men turned. In the doorway stood
n huge, fat, unmistakable cook. Tbey did not notice
that each nmld held lingers of warning against pursed-u- p

lips. There was a sudden scurry of skirts nnd
the darkening of n further doorway. The players and
the outraged cook were alone.

After a moment of golden diplomacy, the two stood
on tlio lawn over tho wounded bread pan. Neither of
them was thlnklni,' much nbout the match. "A ra."
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said the Englishman, "what nn extraordinary coinci-
ded! o! Where's that bally ball?"

"Very!" Hobby Litchfield answered senlcntloiisly.
"I surely hare seen her before! Oh, here It is, old
man!"

Wrapped In n wad of dough tho dimpled ball lay
like a plum In n pudding.

"Fore!" yelled Darnell, glancing backward at empty
kitchen windows, "playing three!" He did not see
two eager faces peering from a couple of stories above,
He gave tlie composition a mighty swnf, released tho
ball from Its sticky envelope, and landed It with a
dead thump upon the fair green.

"That's two odd!" he said with a sigh. 'T don't
care! It was worth tho loss of the hole. You're
away, old man !"

Tlie respectful and expectant gallery turned frotn
the house to the spot where Hobby had pitched his
drive. No ball was to be seen.

"Hullo, caddie!" he cried. "Where's my ball?" Who
took it?" Tho boy began to whimper.

""I'nln't my fault." he cried. "I was wntdiln' it
hard when a crow came up and look It. lie llew up
there!" The disconsolate caddie gave a wave In the
general direction of the pine woods.

Tho spectators stared at one another, not during to
speak In the face of such nn unheard-o- f catastrophe.
Hy the rules of match play, a ball has to bo played
where It lies, and a lost ball is a lost hole,

a resounding clash upon tho uncvprctant bread pan."

"You thundering idiot!" cried Hobby Litchfield.
"Why didn't you shoo the crow off?"

"I did," whimpered the frightened caddie, "but
he carried the ball with him."

"What an extraordinary country!" commented the
Englishman. "I suppose with us the magpies could
be trained to play golf, but we never thought of it."

"I don't suppose there's any use looking," mut-
tered Hobby. "That's a new one on me."

"Ila! ha!" roared the earl. "Say, that's ripping!
Hunt Hall ball bunt ! Hey, old man!" and he fetched
a resounding thud between disconsolate shoulders.
"I'm playing four. Do you give It upV"

Ten minutes after, a group of golf experts walked
past, tlie eighteenth hole to the locker room. Lord
Darnell received the perfunctory congratulations with
becoming modesty. "Anyway," he said to his op-

ponent, "you couldn't beat mo when the crows nre
on my side."

"I don't care," said Hobby, unconsciously repeating
his lordship's words, "It was worth It."

"How extraordinary!" the Earl of Portchester re-

peated as he came out of his shower. "Does it often
happen in Uils wonderful country?"

"Whin?" asked Hobby, with a far-awa- y look. Hut
Porti hestT turned redder than he was, and did not
answer.

At the end of the ballroom, Mrs. Senator Summer
sat and reigned. At her bidding Ihe Master of the
Hounds himself was no more than a happy retriever
of birds of paradise. Along the line a row of robust
patronesses, resplendent in autumnal charms, lan-
guidly waved their fans and observed their daughters'
triumphs. None of these was so conspicuous on ac-

count of her queenly carriage, her jewels, and her
exposure to draught as Mrs. Hrndley-Towusen-

Within the corridors of the club, through the billiard
room, past the liquid table lu the cafe, in the con-

servatory, even as far as the first tee and flitting
nbout the firefly lanterns on the lawn, eager couples
courted the crisp air and each other,

Hobby Litchfield, by reason of his father's exalted
diplomatic position, his wealth, not to mention his
family, ids wide continental acquaintance, nnd solid
sportsmanship, was a deservedly popular partner at
the Hunt Hall. Yet discerning ladles noticed a new
aloofness In his ninnner, an Impersonal look, that
seemed to focus far beyond his vls-a-vl-

Tho same abstracted maimer might have been ob-

served glooming- the countenance of the Earl of Port-
chester as he conscientiously piloted n little giggling,
overdecoratcd, and undcrdrcssed butterfly. He stepped
upon bis partner's flimsy dress. It cracked. Hfl
lutf to tho tear with labored apologies. U fonji

himself Mono-stari- ng at the paim-enclrde- d door:
There, standing In tlie green frame, hesitant, like C

shy rose about to open, trembled the parlor maid -- i

while behind her, tall, stately, as If peering Intc
paradise, loomed the lady of the dough.

The carl drew Ids breath In sharply as Japanese
do who wish to show more than homage. Suddenly
he felt a hand upon his shoulder. He turned nttd
looked Into the pale, swarthy face of his friend

"My God!" said Hobby. "What are they doini
here?"

Tho carl's face took on thnt hard, stern expression
which his fellow-guardsme- n hnd learned to fear and
respect.

"I say, old man" Portchester spoke with ddibera
tlon "I don't care whether she's a parlor maid or
a manicure, or a wife or a widow. She's the finest
woman In tills room, and they're frightened and alone.
I'm going to speak to them."

Tho Englishman knew what his decision meant
social ostracism, n blot upon his fair name, an
Insult to the club of which he was a guest, and a
slap in tin; face of Senator Sumner, his friend. Hut
ho tightened bis hand, as if upon his sword, and
went.

Hobby Litchfield did not follow. He tvns chivalrous,
but not mad. Hesldes, be was at home, instead, he
fastened his eyes again In stereoscopic gaze upon
Polly, the blonde. He was trying to pierce the vc I

of memory. Where had ho seen her before? Slid
denly, at the moment thnt the Earl of l'ortchester
bowed low before the brunette maid, lie remembered
Such was his joy that he tilted his bend back aid
laughed like a schoolboy. The abandoned man lir
mediately became tho cynosure of surprised, shocked,
envious, and even n few sympathetic eyes. To darn
to bo natural at tho Hunt Hall clinched one's aris-
tocracy. Mrs. Hradley-Townsen- d noticed frowned --

was curious, and then beckoned. Hobby hurried to
her side.

"Miss Hrown" his lordship's heels came together
with a military click "J did not expect I a:u de-
lighted, don't you know. May I escort you to a seat ':"

Men who had started to the doorway stopped as
the club's guest bent low before the most bewitching
girl in the room. If It had been one of their own set,
they would have crowded him out If they could. Hut
Edith carmlued, hesitated, nnd threw an appealing
glance at her tall friend.

"Oh, Polly!" sho whispered.
Hut when the Earl or Portchester stood high and

looked her straight in the face with eyes in wh. H
recklessness, courage, and tenderness battled for t .e
mastery, then she knew what lie had done and wli.i
it meant to him. She put her hand upon the Englti
man's arm, and with a look of command to her frifUl,
bowed assent.

"Where shall I take you" Lord Darnell asked
gently.

"Do ynii see Mr. Litchfield talking to that fat lady?
.Take us to him." Edith could not help it. The L;.rt
paled, and strode on.

After his formal bow. Hobby sank Into tho seat be-si-

Mrs. Hradley-Townsen- d and whispered to her. At
first she looked Incredulous, glancing at the trio ad- -'

vancing slowly down the full length of the ballroom,
and then she smiled.

"Edith," she purred in return, "is a perfect witch.
I don't sec how Polly Falrchlld countenanced her.
And the Earl of Portchester?"

"Hush! Ho thinks her a parlor maid."
"Edith Slagmore a parlor maid! The rbhest

heiress In Pittsburg? Delicious!" Mrs. IJradlej-Townsen-

chuckled. "Why not keep It up a lit'io
longer?"

"It would serve her right," laughed Hobby. "Sho
almost fooled me."

Tho three stood before the two the girls a Uttlo
defiant, with heads high; the earl as stiff as a ram-
rod, and as uncompromising.

"Oh, Polly, I'm so glad you've come at last' It
was nice of you to bring your maid. Stand behind my
chair, Hrown."

Mrs. Hradley-Townsen- d threw into the command h r
Iciest, haughtiest tone. Edith was stunned, and fun
tho full purport of the joke struck her In the f.icc.
She had sown, and here was tile reaping.

"Allow me to present my old friend, the Earl of
Portchester. Mrs. Towusend." Hobby bad slipped be-

side the stately blonde as he made his introduction.
"And may I stand behind your chair with Miss

Hrown?" nsked the Earl. Without waiting for a n
ply, he took a stop backward, ranging himself besid
tti'e girl, in whom humiliation and pride battled wlUi
Uer strong sense of humor. Mrs. Hradley-Townsen- d

was momentarily disconcerted. To her an earl could
i.nmnit no social fau.r pas. The solemn Englishman
did not notice her twinkle as she bowed a cold assent.
"You know Mr. Lltchneld, Polly," was the way lu
wiin h she masked tho discomfiture that her joke on
Edith Slagmore was not as successful as she had
hoped.

Hut Hobby looked shamelessly into Polly's eyes.
-- How you liave grown!" he said. "You used to bo
an awfully pretty girl." The goddess bit her lip.

And I was terribly fond of you when you were a
kid. Don't you remember me?"

Then Hobby Litchfield wondered for a second how
to go on. "Hut you almost did fool me." he addel
"I say, do you know that I think Darnell is n c.iv- -
negli' iucdal'ist'.' Don't look at them " Ho emigre
the flicker of the blue eyes that had tho color of
iris and the power of enchantment.

I- I did res, I knew you all tlio time. Thats too
reason Edith and I I have never forgotten bow yon
taught me to ride. Yot; were the hero then."

"Won't you tako my arm?" Hobby asked quietly.
"It's very warm here."

Hut when they had passed through tho billlnr I

room, down the corridor, over the veranda ti t r
seats by the first tee, Hobby bent and said a 1

very distinctly:
"It has been a long time, Polly, and a long scare.

The Hrushwood Hoy has found what he was wn.t' 5
for. Are you sorry?"

Hut within the culrnssed breast of tlie son , f
laud's bravest a heart was beating madly. He c I
not stand forever like a statue of a footman s ,0
a maid, lie cast a furtive look at the fii' e L" 'V

him. It burned pink.
"Miss Hrown," he whispered.
"I am do Miss Hrown." site said distinctly, so tb t

her ponderous chaperoue heard, and quivered wit.i u
holy Joy.

"Eh? I say" exclaimed ids lordship. "Is thnt a
bally American jol;e? Not Miss Hrown.' 1 sny. wd
are you?"

"Edith! Stand in front of me," Mrs. Hiadley Tnvn-sou- tl

commanded.
"This, mv lord" she pointed with her fan nt tin

beautiful girl "is a very naughty mnsquerader. wl 1

loves to fool and mystify and wear maids' cai s n 1

cook In tlie kitchen. She is a very dear friend .f u y

daughter, and Is visiting us with Polly F.iinh 1.

Her name, my lord. Is Edith Hrown Slagmore, and
I hope that vim will neier forgive her."

"Oil, I saw Miss Slagmore, if I am never to forpiv
vou " Ills eyes burned upon the belle of Pittsburg.
"May I offer you nn ice and a glass of ehanipagm 7

It's doocid hoi, don't yer know."
Dazed by tho ceremony of the military bow tint

followed the speech, and with the music of si-i- rs

tinkling in her ears, tlie masquerader suddenly f. n I

herself flitting through the conservatory, her bind
resting upon an iron arm. Hut there was nothlqij
Iron in his face or voice. When he drew her out t

ward the first tee, he distinctly said:
"It's the happiest moment of my life."
The hand upon his arm trembled 11 little, bill

did not lose its weight. There was a discreet cough
from the darkness ahead :

"I f,av, Hobby, old man," called Portchester, "U
that you?"

"Hood night," answered Hobby; "run nway. Ill
see you In the morning."

"Oil, I say," expostulated the bewildered English-num- .

Then a hand tightened upon his arm. A light
Illumined his mind, lie quickly turned by the right
flank, and with a sigh of happiness the couple wer
lost in tho darkness somewhere uear the eightecuIJi
lias.
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